having reluctantly decided that it must be sold, since we
were going in future to live in Italy.
It must frankly be admitted that at that time I felt strongly
that even if war should come, a woman of over fifty-nine
and in John's precarious state of health could in no circum-
stances undertake any active war work and could serve her
country to better purpose by preserving her life in a suitable
climate and using the talents that God had given her. I was
further influenced by a stricdy secret panic at the mere idea
of her being exposed to danger, and already there had been
talk of hypothetical bombing, but I had more sense than to
reveal such misgivings to John.
On the question of health I was, however, quite frank, and
in this I had the wholehearted support of her doctor, who
inquired whether she thought she would help her country
by saddling it with an invalid liability. But this was later
on, after that September day when we had sat in the little
'Forecastle' parlour and heard Neville Chamberlain make
the fateful announcement, followed by the siren's banshee
wailing-----
As I have already said, we had returned to England having
made up our minds to sell 'The Forecastle'. It was out of
the question to continue keeping up a house which would
only be occasionally occupied during the summer, and
while the circumstances of Evguenia's illness had already-
led to such a procedure for several years past, that had
been regarded by both of us as a temporary measure. But
now it was John's health that was in question, her unfitness
for the northern winters being permanent, and we must
harden our hearts and let 'The Forecastle' go.
In spite of our innate propensity for moving we found it a
wrench to part with the cottage, even though we had be-
come aware of its shortcomings. Unlike the Lung' Arno
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